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stuffed chairs and the long-neck floor lamp with th 

been a little comforted, and a little uneasy, at theii 
tive presence at this discussion. “Will he nevei 
back?” he had asked, a little too precisely for a 
year-old, and he had seen her wince. 

“Never,” she had said. 

Robert stood beside his friend, his only friend, N 
at the water fountain of Woodrow, Haley & Chas« 
gan was about Robert’s age, but half his size. For 
man he drank more water than anyone Robert hi 
seen. Robert even had a grudging admiration for th 

djay, and even now, as he talked, he stood upon • 
fascination, Robert watched his large Adam’f'app' 


know? Like get a little feel or something no one knows 
who it is. You understand?” 

Robert nodded. He was always fascinated by his friend’s 
elliptical little speeches; he traced them in his mind with 


utes, and Robert started nervously to turn around anc 
back, but Morgan turned and went up on his toes a, 
and started gulping in the water with a sort of g 
passion. Between gulps he turned his face sideways 
spoke up to Robert. “You gonna dance with that 
Helen-what’s-her-name? You know? The skinny one? 
one you danced with so much last week? You gonna d; 
with her?” Robert nodded, but Morgan was drinl 
again. When he turned to Robert it was a full mil 
later. He asked, “You stuck on her?” Robert nodded ae 


At exactly eight-thirty that evening an elephant named 
Robert Blessing lumbered with heavy breaths up the 
brightly lighted stairs of The Trueheart Friendship Club. 
Cradled in its right hand it carried its long-nosed and 
tusked head; it had a thin little moustache, and on its face 
was an expression of childlike anticipation. 

He paid his dollar-fifty at the entrance desk and was 
given his badge and the possibility of a smile from the 
harlequin girl behind the table. He went into the ballroom. 

But his hopes deserted him, and the transformation 
registered with, anguish upon his face. He seemed to de¬ 
flate suddenly, al if he had been pumped up and now was 
released of air, so that a pimply Tarzan and a Rajah with 
(Continued on page 22) 








HER NAME IS ISA, 
AND HER GRAND¬ 
FATHER’S ONE OF 
SOUTH AMERICA’S 
LEADING MISSILE 
SCIENTISTS. ONE 
OF HER FAVORITE 
PASTIMES IS TO 
VISIT THE BASE, 
WHERE SHE LOVES 
TO WATCH AS THE 
ROCKETS NOISILY 
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BLAST OFF. IT'S 
PURELY ESTHETIC 
WITH VOLUPTU¬ 
OUS ISA, HOW¬ 
EVER - SHE’S OP¬ 
POSED TO THE 
ARMS RACE, AND 
TOLD US SHE 
PARTICIPATED IN 
A RECENT WOM- 
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^ pornographer looks at contemporary literature—and finds it wanting 


t. By Maurice Maudit, 


Maurice Maudit is the pseudonym for enough to do 
'rench author whose avant-garde works lashed with 
rry esteem and whose rear-guard works (nasty, that!) 
, enable him to eat. This interview was colony, and 1 
pleasant Left Bank apartment, near the Now this exc 
(since renamed Quai de Kennedy), me, but no 
lr Maudit retreats to write his pomog- when at leas 
narks, while both interesting and in- Mr. Robbins, 


read slightly jerkily in spots because scene where a boy is seduce 
working on a new pornographic novel just killed—and oh, how I 


such a thing deserves to die!), by being 
snakewhip, by being skinned alive 
by being a three-day feast for an ant 
y being roasted with a red-hot poker, 
ssive violence seems a bit gratuitous to 
ne can deny that pornography profits 
a dash of violent seasoning is added, 
for his part, does provide one dashing 


will let his replies stand alone, as the 
h prompted them are self-evident, 
ted and sincere hard-core pornographer, 

rse works which—despite the required 

-simply do not make the grade, as you 
’. When such works are described as 
it is an insult to genuine works of 
Mon dieu, these pretenders-to-pomog- 
rrmously lacking in virility-each and 
scene is deplorably underwritten1 
unpia Press, after an author had written 
ro-chapter-long orgy, ordained that no 
its imprimatur could last more than 
: firmly believe that four pages is the 
: needed to fully explore the well-con- 
don . . . However, this is a technical 


plauded thatl 

“But Mr. Robbins is not master of his ship, becom¬ 
ing positively pristine after the untimely demise of the 
bosomy Miss Marlowe. After her departure, the chiel 
heroine is a delicious creature named Jennie Denton 
who progresses from being a nurse to a Hollywood 
prostitute of considerable imagination—on one occa. 
sion, she makes love to a client in a bathtub half-fillec 
with champagne! But her final resting place is nol 
the boudoir, but a nunnery, and God knows then 
isn’t much of a future thereI And with Miss Marlowi 
underground and Miss Denton under her Sistei 
Superior, the pace of the book slows from a rate of a 


technical Pornography cannot thrive in such a decadent at 
In short mosphere! If an author must devote space to details 
idersexed ,et them be sexual details, and leave high finance ti 
’ authors who prefer to keep their characters in bankinj 
houses rather than whorehouses. For a gifted pornog 
rapher to do otherwise is simply to prostitute his grea 
m sin by natural talents! 

aography. “xhis, alas, has been the tragic flaw of Henry Miller 
Mew Eng- whose gifts as a pornographer have been submerge! 
can even un der his autobiographical and philosophical excur 
vorse yet, s ; ons . Miller on sex can be hilarious, on anything elsi 
loles and he can be a crashing bore. He persists in attemptin] 
nography t o blend pornography with great literature, and natu 
onditions! ra i]y his pornographic content suffers accordingly 


ce, the novel about small town sin by natural talents! 
us, is a dreadful excuse for pornography. “This, alas, has been th< 
sins—suffers for it. The entire New Eng- whose gifts as a pornogr 

e is soaked in guilt. No one can even un der his autobiographic 

ithout being punished. And, worse yet, s ions. Miller on sex can i 

;ex is witnessed through keyholes and he can be a crashing boi 

window shades. No, good pornography t o blend pornography wi 

Dt thrive under such dreary conditions! ra l]y his pornographic 

i little wonder that New England was the “i n this regard, I w£ 
ne of the Puritans, whose greatest vice American legal authority- 
s bundling! I believe-called Miller’s 

i Carpetbaggers, by Harold Robbins, collection of filth betweei 
somewhat better. The principal male j s obviously not at all w 
:er sleeps with his stepmother, the main least three times as filthy 
iter with her stepbrother. There is also two or three volumes t! 
Lesbian affair, several brothel scenes, children’s fairy tale. And 


vers.’ The gentlema: 

somewhat better. The principal male j s obviously not at all well-read: Miller’s Sexus is a 
:er sleeps with his stepmother, the main i eas t three times as filthy, and I myself have writte: 
iter with her stepbrother. There is also two or three volumes that make Sexus read li 
Lesbian affair, several brothel scenes, children’s fairy tale. And that, I submit, is surely 
vies and rapes. The bosom-a properly problem with Miller’s writing-he is unable to su 
a film star named Rina Marlowe, one of a fitting amount of filth in his work, 
laracters, is described on pages 22, 45, “To be sure, Tropic of Cancer is overflowing 
224, 227, 230, 259, 309, 314 and 321, and four-letter words. I have counted 13 in one parag 
of displaying it to best advantage in an d another pornography-lover has estimated 
ussed at great length on pages 192-198. the book contains 31,416 obscene-by society’s ge 
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THE ELEPHANT (Continued from page 22) 

“Tonight,” he said, a little firmly, for he felt his mas- 
“Tonight? Isn't it late? I mean—” She looked up sud- 

“She’s a very nice woman,” Robert said a little lamely. 
He darkened then. He thought of the dozens of cigarettes 
a day, the inevitable cup of black coffee she carried with 
her all day from room to room so that there were stains- 
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A NIGHT WITH GAMBLERS ANONYMOUS (Continued from page 40) 


blue collar workers. Nearly all h 
embezzled, floated phony bank loans and become finan¬ 
cially entangled with employers, co-workers and shylocks- 
because of their gambling habits. 

“If you looked at my loan policies, you’d think I owned 


^ 0 ' calling home, 

i idea of what my homelife had gotten to be 
like? Well, my wife and I hadn’t spoken to each other in 


enough furniture to fil 


The speaker shook his gambler’: 


, discovered embezzlement, di- 
and bad checks piling up in the local D.A.’s 
desperation sets in and suicide may appear to be the 


head disparagingly. “Four livingroom i .... _ 0 

room suites and three washing machines. Heck, I wish I 
did. All I own is an armory full of track stubs and a 
shabby three rooms of second hand furniture.” 


“One night I drove my cab across the Brooklyn Bri< 
three times looking for an opening in the rail,” a cu 
haired office worker related somberly. “I was working 1 
office jobs and driving the cab on weekends, but I 


“I once borrowed money from the bank saying I needed couldn’t keep up financially. Things 


it for my mother’s funeral,” another confessed. “You __ 

imagine how desperate I was for some ‘action money.’ ” 

“Because of my gambling,” a thin Scotsman wearing a 
gray silk suit sighed, “our family business went to the dogs. 

Not only did I hurt myself, I ruined the lives of my track* 

father and brother too. My old man should have retired - 

years ago, but because of. me and the horses, he is still 
sweating his life away for a weekly pay check.” „„„ 1IuullAI lc 

«t\” " — ” a burly Italian shrugged modestly. “This disorders which they 


mldn t keep up financially. I hmgs were hopeless. 

Another awakened in Bellevue Hospital after swallowing 
sleeping pills. “I took stock of myself,” he smirked. “ ‘This 
is what gambling has done to you,’ I told myself. But did 
I stop? Of course not, a week later I was back at the 


“When I applied for psychiatric treatment at one of the 
City’s low cost clinics, they rejected my application saying 
they had limited facilities and therefore treated only 
disorders which they felt were curable.” As he spoke, this 
‘incurable” gambler had gone over a year without placing 


. Despite its success in keeping gamblers out of trouble, 

my job^my reputation, even my freedom be- GA insists compulsive gambling is incurable and 


“I risked 

cause of gambling. To cover weekend bets, I would make 
the rounds on Friday in uniform cashing checks at bars, 
liquor stores and small groceries when I didn’t even have a 
bank account. I might have been a cop, but I was only a 
weekend away from jail. 

“Sometimes I let speeders off so they’d think I was a 

good guy. I’d jot down their names and addresses. Then if . r _ 

I couldn’t get some cash anywhere else, I’d go to -their glib, fast and 


homes and hit them for a loan. 


Program.” The average gambler comes to GA only 
he’s at his rope’s end. Many come in hopes of { 
someone a sob story and borrowing enough money 

-- »—ver, they 


only be controlled or arrested. “Without Gamblers 
Anonymous, we would all eventually go back to gambling,” 
a writer in the GA Bulletin comments. Concurrently, 
testimonials abound with such statements as “I am a 
compulsive gambler. I was bom a compulsive gambler and 
when I die. I’ll be a dead compulsive gambler.” 

The public's image of the gambler is someone who is 
ib, fast and amusing. But in contrast, GA meetings are 
most strikingly somber. The humor is scanty, dry and 
nonic; nothing could be called flashy or frivolous. 

“I went to a psychiatrist on Monday morning,” one 
fellow began, smiling as he spoke. “That afternoon I was 
GA “Recovery at the track; the psychiatrist was in the third row. Tuesday 

n. a when afternoon I was at the track; my psychiatrist was in the 

giving third row again. And Wednesday. And Thursday. And 
Friday I said to myself, ‘that guy can help me?’ ” (laughter) 
While compulsive gamblers share so-— L 


members refuse personal loans on the grounds that “direct 
financial aid^ to new members has almost invariably proven 

moral and financial self-inventory, admitting his mistakes 
to himself and at least one other human being and resolv¬ 
ing to make amends to those he has hurt. After a 
fearless financial inventory, a two to five year plan 


funds and lems, in other ways they differ. Some enjoy all forms of 


reflected. “Never could get excited over the trotters where 
making a fearless the horses have their legs tied together.” 

* + ’ V ‘" 1 ”° 1 "'"' “I’m an oddball gambler,” another confessed. “When I 

first began betting on sports, I didn’t know anything about 
how the games were played or anything. I never watched 

on. I only wanted to know the outcome and wlieSer”! 


.—--- Q - - to reestablish hM 

Although the GA’er assumes responsibilities for all debts, 
including those owed to bookmakers and shylocks, a plan )U .i.uj, i u wu uic uar enjoying a anni 

always provides for family needs first. Nevertheless, GA’ers, up under a nearby tree with a good book. The 

each of whom after making financial accountings of them- excited me; I just wanted to know the outcome 

selves have had to go to their creditors to negotiate i 
arrangements with them, have received unexpected 


operation from financial _ 

Money troubles, however, ... ___ 

in dollars and^cents. “I got to the point I couldn’t face ___ 

my wife,” one fchubby fellow recalled. “The week before \ The meeting 
came here I had stayed out seven nights straight without 


- - r — j — & -- the 

doorway. Her eyes were red and swollen; she twisted a 
handkerchief in her hands. “My husband’s downstairs,” 
always be measured she pleaded tearfully. “He won’t come up. Won’t you 
| *. _i. --- help me?” Two members joined her in the hallway. 

mppfinrr ™,oc continuing when they quietly returned 
(Continued on page 46) 








‘Souvenir photo, sir?” 



















































A NIGHT WITH GAMBLERS ANONYMOUS (Continued from page 46) 


my debts and left me with a thousand to boot. But I 
didn’t stop gambling; this big-killing talk is only rational¬ 
ization. I used every cent for more action money and 
ended up worse off than before.” 

Agreeing that the gambler sees all money, including any 
“big-killing,” as just so much more action money, a sales¬ 
man who spent several hours every day walking recalled 
having seven thousand dollars stashed in the bottom of 
his cupboard. “Still I wouldn’t touch a cent of it,” he 
reflected, “and I even wore cardboard in the bottom of my 
shoe to avoid getting new soles. Just so I would have that 
extra two bucks for the track.” 

Another told of going to Maryland with $5000 “big¬ 
killing” dollars in his pocket. After arriving by jet, taking 
a private limousine to the track and waging heavy bets 
on four races, he found himself with only $1.35 left, eat¬ 
ing a sandwich in a greasy spoon and wondering how he 
could, bum a ride back to New York. 

In the same vein, GA’ers’ wives claim that, when gamb¬ 
ling, their husbands with pockets full of money would try 
to borrow an extra dollar or two before heading to the 
track. Therefore, many Gamanon members used to hide 
their purses from their spouses to keep enough money for 
groceries during the coming week. 

Working in such a tangled social and financial maze, GA 
attempts to help the gambler in need while simultaneously 
trying to convince the public that compulsive gambling is 
as “respectable” an affliction as alcoholism. So far they 
have enjoyed the unanimous support of the mass media. 

In several major cities on both the East and West 
Coasts radio and TV stations announce GA organizational 
meetings. Recently a religious organization spent thou¬ 
sands of dollars producing a film concerning a compulsive 
gambler and his ‘redemption’ through GA. 

Those few critics of anonymous groups, such as Qamb- 
lers Anonymous, charge that their credos, recovery 'pro¬ 
grams, etc., are like those of some religious cults. Especial¬ 
ly in therapy sessions, participants do appear to undergo 
emotional experiences similar to those of religious converts 
who are ‘born again’ at rural tent meetings. 

However, GA espouses no theology. The professed be¬ 
lief in “a Power greater than self” is undefined and for 
each member is “a Power of his own understanding.” 
More explicitly, Gamanon has four “Don’t” rules for its 
meetings, one of which is “Don’t discuss religion!” Never¬ 
theless GA’s rapid growth has undeniably been helped by 
the semi-religious zeal of its membership. 

The first night's meeting closed, as is the custom, with 
a recitation. “God grant me the serenity to accept the 
things I cannot change, courage to change the things I 
can, and the wisdom to know the difference.” Then the 
men joined their wives who had prepared refreshments 
in an adjoining lounge. 

Wives do not participate in their husbands’ therapy 
meetings and only rarely do their organization, Gamanon, 
and GA hold joint meetings. The Bronx Chapter’s an¬ 
niversary celebration, however, was an exception with not 
only member's wives attending but some of their co¬ 
workers and grown children as well. 

It was time for reflection, the chairman said. GA chap¬ 
ters were mushrooming across the country. In the five 
years since GA began in Los Angeles, it had spread into 
Sixteen states, and three foreign countries. 

“Still,” he sighed, “locally we’ve been making only slow 
progress in dur efforts to get into Sing Sing.” Later I 
learned GA’ers’ believe a high percentage of convicts are 
behind bars because of their gambling habits. 


They point out that Alcoholics Anonymous has done 
successful work in many prisons and say they want to do 
some of the same. New Jersey’s Attorney General apparent¬ 
ly agrees that gambling is behind some crime. He called 
the Newark GA Chapter to welcome them to the state, 
adding that he was sure their presence could help decrease 

Although GA's “Unity Program” provides “Gamblers 
Anonymous should forever remain non-professional” and 
many gamblers insist therapists don’t understand them, 
the anniversary meeting's speaker was a psychiatrist who 
had worked with some compulsive gamblers. 

Launching into a complicated Freudian analysis of ag¬ 
gression, Oedipus complexes and responsibility, he sug¬ 
gested that elements of chance play a part in countless 
everyday activities such as the purchase and/or exchange 
of ordinary household goods. 

While he felt compulsive gambling developed from 
childhood environment, he insisted that it might not be 
obvious in later life. “For instance,” he asserted, “how 
many stock-market speculators are really compulsive 
gamblers? Just because someone plays the market instead 
of the horses doesn’t mean he’s not basically a compulsive 
gambler. The question arises, ‘Is he compulsive, and does 
he subconsciously want to lose?' ” 

Later his talk was sharply criticized. “Who does he 
think he is,” one irritated gambler grumbled. “Hell, I 
gamble to win. This guy sees five people at twenty-five 
bucks an hour, then sets himself up as the world's auth¬ 
ority on compulsive gambling! Maybe he needs a psy¬ 
chiatrist himself!” 

Another GA’er’s wife disagreed. Siding with the speaker, 
she argued his theory was valid. “Take my husband,” she 
gestured, pointing in the direction of one of those help¬ 
ing serve the food. “He gave up gambling and turned to 
coin collecting but he stayed ‘compulsive.’ He stays up 
sometimes into the wee hours of the morning poring 
over his coin books; now he’s a compulsive coin collector!” 
She shrugged bitterly. 

The meeting over, I wandered about the room talking 
to the guests over bagels and coffee. “Our group has 
always been a little clannish,” one member confided, “but 
here we let down our hair like we never could to a psy¬ 
chiatrist.” 

“Nonsense,” his associate countered, “we’re not ‘that’ 
clannish, we have too much variety. Look here tonight, 
we have a half dozen businessmen, another half dozen 

He looked proudly around the room. 

An out-of-towner claimed compulsive gambling was 

rically,” he elaborated. “How much can a guy drink? But 
look, there’s no limit to how much you can gamble away.” 
He made a throat-slitting gesture in illustration. 

The chairman stopped over to welcome me back to 
GA; tucked under his arm were some booklets. “Don’t 
forget to give our national address. Gamblers Anonymous, 
Box 17173, Los Angeles 17, California,” he chided. Then, 
excusing himself, he joined a fellow waiting dejectedly 
on the other side of the room. They began to talk in low 

“Just came in tonight,” a dark-haired chap with onyx 
rimmed glasses volunteered. “Talked to him a couple 
minutes ago. Seems in a bad way; maybe he needs a 

pro & so,” I agreed, watching the two men conver¬ 
sing earnestly, inaudibly, just outside the doorway. • 
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guide: A sail on nearby Lake 
Verbano (p. 57); a picnic out¬ 
side the city limits near Pavia 
(p. 56); a swim in Lake Mag- 
giore (p. 55); or, if not an 
outside guy, a quiet day of 
music in her apartment (p. 
54, left). Afterwards, a lover’s 
misty morn goodbye . . . 
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“how to "PHOTOGRAPHYseries 

available directly from the publisher 



More than 200 art studies of elegant figure beauty from 
one of America’s outstanding lensmen. Contains hundreds 
of inexpensive, simple ideas you can use for photographing 
the nude female form. 128 pages. 75c per copy, postpaid. 
HOW-TO BOOK No. 27. 


HOW TO BE A 

GLAMOUR PHOTOGRAPHER 

Complete details, with tips on indoor and outdoor shooting, 
where to find models, photographing the nude, how to sell 
the glamour markets . . . plus much, much more. Over 200 
photographs. 128 pages. 75c per copy, postpaid. HOW-TO 
BOOK No. 26. 


ED ALEXANDER'S 

FEMALE FIGURE PHOTOGRAPHY 

England's top photographer gives you professional tips on 
backlighting, costumes, portraits — plus special sections on 
“Beauty Around London" and "Off-Beat Glamour Nudes." 
A concise, informative manual. 128 pages. 75c per copy, 
postpaid. HOW-TO BOOK No. 25. 


BRUCE-ROYAL PUBLISHING CORP. Dept. ESC-1264 
CHARLTON BUILDING, DERBY, CONN. No C.O.D's 

Enclosed is . (cash, check, money order) 

Please send me the following book(s): 

□ HOW-TO BOOK No. 27, 75c 

□ HOW-TO BOOK No. 26, 75c 

□ HOW-TO BOOK No. 25, 75c 
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THE 


ELEPHANT 


When Robert Blessing, at thirty-three, began writing love letters to 
himself his mother said that that was the end, she could take no more. 

She had known about the letters for some time. Three months before 
he had left the first of them, as if carelessly forgotten, on his bureau, 
knowing she would read it. It was from a fictitious girl at a fictitious 
address, neatly typed—probably by her son during lunch hour. The 
next letters she found related lurid bits about shared experiences, and 
in the next to last she—or he—had written mystically of her "singing 
breasts." The letters were confined to physical descriptions and enu¬ 
merations of his prowess. The latter ones mentioned his "winged throb¬ 
bing soul." 

In the letter she had found yesterday, left cunningly now knowing 
she would look for them rolled up into a pair of his socks, the girl 
intimated that she suspected she was enceinte, and perhaps she would 
have to have an abortion,- but, this was no problem as her parents were 
quite wealthy and "modern" about such things. There had even been 
enclosed in one of the letters a picture of the girl, an extraordinarily 
beautiful girl, and where in the world Robert had gotten it she did not 
know, unless he had found it on the street or stolen it from someone he 

k She could not understand it. Robert had been an excellent, although 
indolent, student in high school, and now, at thirty-three, he was only 
an assistant mailroom supervisor for a stock brokerage, and writing 
himself love letters. She shook her head in shame. Robert had been 
more intelligent than her sister Wilma's boy, and now he was a prom¬ 
ising lawyer, and Robert was a clerk. She could hardly face her sister 
any more, and this thought made her even more bitter toward Robert. 
Consequently, that morning she sat waiting for him at the breakfast 
table with a tight, drawn mouth. 

' When Robert appeared, he sat with his elbows out sprawled across 
the table as usual, bleary-eyed, inarticulate, and swollen from sleep. 
He was a big man, over six feet, and more than two hundred pounds 
with a sort of flabby roundness. He did not mind this, he said he was 
contemptuous of the impression he made; except that his-(turn page) 

"It has been recorded that elephants mate once every seven years." 
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